The Virtual Arts and Life Magazine 


C 


Meade e mu 0 Je? 


Support Ukraine 
BOCCACCIO ELYSIENNE NORTHMEAD 
CALDWELL  JULIESSE MESMERISER 
RUST GRAVES BLUE 


| CONFENTS 
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e ALetter from Ukraine Elysienne sends a poignant letter 
about lives ripped apart in the beautiful country of Ukraine. 

e Rez Ipsum Art Blue tells us about Amerika, The Emanated 
Garden, Meta, and the Shoes in the Head art exhibit. 

e The Afterlife |s it a poem? Is it prose? Only Glyph Graves knows. 

e There is No Wine in this Poem Poet Jullianna Juliesse 
contributes a personal piece about opioids, Narcan and ice chips. 

e This Boy is Electric From an unknown location, using an 
untraceable UUID, Volodymyr Zelenskyy inspires us all. 

° Nightma re Cat Boccaccio describes unvarnised evil for us. 


e Playing Chess With Death Klannex Northmead tells 
of facing off with death over the chessboard. White or black? 

¢ The Puppet’s Tail: Part Five Annie Mesmeriser regales 
us with a continuation of her hilarious and always fun series. 


e Billionaire Cowboy Space takes on a new dimension in 
hands of poet Consuela Hypatia Caldwell. Resume the countdown. 


¢ Backwards Rust Drop-Rose by poem this loves rez. 


About the Cover: Overlaid on 
the Ukrainian flag is the tryzub, a trident that 
symbolizing Greek sea-God, Poseidon. The 
tryzub also is composed of the Ukrainian 
letters that spell FREEDOM (BOJIA). May 
these beautiful and courageous people 
forever remain free and unsubjugated. 


“People don't really believe in 
words. Or rather, people believe 
in words only for a stretch of 
time. Then they start to look for 
action.” 


Volodymyr Zelenskyy 


A Letter From Ukraine - Elysier 


Dear friends and sisters, 


Those of you who knew me years ago may remember that I went to Ukraine and lived th 
I just went to sleep. The second day, I went to the banks of the river Dnipro and the sens 
on my own throughout the city even with my still minimal Ukrainian and Russian skills. 
the center. 


I traveled throughout the country. Always returning back to my "base" outside of Kyiv. | 
Russian war in the Donbas region (which had started in early 2014). Ukraine had been it 
then small army because the self-defense groups,(armed civilians) pushed back. 


In my time in Ukraine I learned two key things relevant to today's war. One: Russia was: 
them 8 years to build up to this invasion.) Two: Russia, or at least Putin and his elite bac 


I made a lot of friends in Ukraine. People near and dear to me. People I consider relative 
contact with over the years since I left. 


This current Russian invasion was the nightmare we all knew was coming. I know anoth 
doubt: Ukrainians will never go back under Russian domination ever again. They will n¢ 


As you hear and see stories of brave Ukrainians and how they are fighting the invaders, - 
Another is missing and feared lost in Irpiny which was heavily shelled. Another friend w 
constantly. I have friends in Kharkiv who now sleep in their corridors because their win 
destroyed. Finally Kyiv....the city I fell in love with. The funky happy go lucky outskirts 
solace is that it's also become a highway of death for the Russian soldiers. (The long coh 
I'm devoting much of my RL time'to talking, calling; communicating, seeing what I can 
I'm struggling to keep awake ... or putting energy into being strong so I can be there for : 
in anger at another human being ... but now having to pick up a rifle to defend their very 
Thank you for reading. 

Mx tepeMoxkKemo asie HikouIM He Ipodaunmo! 


Cuapa Yxpaiui! 


-Ely (5. Mar. 2022) 
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ere for about two years. I remember that first day in Kyiv. I was so tired from travel that 
e of being at home was so powerful. Within a week I was oriented enough to get around 
I lived on the outskirts in a house I rented from a couple who lived in an apartment in 


[ worked on exhibitions and in media, most of which was a documentary about the 
ivaded in 2014, but the Russians hadn't the capability to take the country even with its 


n't the big and bad military power they had convinced the world they were. (It has taken 
kers - wanted to destroy Ukraine. 


s. Aunties and Uncles, brothers and sisters. Many of whom I have stayed in close 


er thing about Ukraine and Ukrainians that you can take my word for without any 
yt only fight like hell, but they'll ensure Russia never attacks them again. 


[ want you to remember the humanity The personal lives. I have already lost one friend. 
as visiting Mariupol when this.all started. She's trapped. The city is being shelled 

lows are all blown out. Everything they enjoyed about life in their city has been 

where I lived.......I've seen pictures of the area. It's complete devastation. My only 

umn you keep hearing about in the media ... it's being lit up by the Ukrainian defenders.) 


do, what I can send, where, etc. So ... if | seem far away or distant in SL ... it's because 
all my dear ones in Ukraine. Many of them people who would have never lifted a finger 
existence and all that they love. 


want to make you see the 

Emanated Garden. But there is 

no garden. The garden is gone. 

That things are gone might be 
not much of a surprise for a regular 
reader of my stories. They are mostly 
not written in present times. The 
installation the Emanated Garden that 
Glyph Graves created for Amerika Art 
will be taken down on June 1, 2022. 
The sim will be erased. Will the vision 
of the installation come to the surface 
when I code a blindfold out of pictures 
taken and words written at the time 
when the garden existed? Printed pages 
separates us from the Meta. The 
immersion is missing. Think for a 
moment on ways a blindfold might 
help to avoid that worlds are lost. I will 
give you time to work it out. I play 
Darkness Awaits Us. 


https://youtu.be/sfN6kRAd2bQ 


There is a technology in the future 
where you just need to wrap a 
blindfold around your head and the 
world is being created in your brain. 
There is a mesh wire in it and it is 
connected to your Neuralink. A human 
robot puts you nicely on a comfortable 
chair and applies the blindfold. The 
data that has been downloaded from 
contemporary witnesses is giving 
inputs to recreate the past as rezzed 
memories. The Emanated Garden will 
become a stunning recode out of 


stories, videos, pictures and tellings. 
People in the future will see and feel 
what you experience if you go there 
right now, into the Meta, to Amerika. 
As a message from the dark, you hear 
Blutengel singing, “We will rise 


against some day.” Amerika Art carries 


this vision over time. 


https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=X_ 
Muy29n7qY 


The Emanated Garden will rez in their 
brain. Dan Simmons uses the blindfold 


to create the Turin drama in his epic 
story, Odysseus & Illium. 


REZ Meets IPSUM 


Today, I will fail to bring my mission 
to rez, to bring The Emanated Garden 


to the world. Rez is a word created in 
the age of Meta. The Wiktionary says 
it stands in roleplay realms for 
*clipping of resurrect,“ and in video 
games for “to load into the game.” 


We have to wait until God will be 
loaded, will be rezzed, in the Meta. 


Kurt Gédel died too early to put God 
into a rezzer. He held back to publish 
his ontological proof of the existence 
of God until 1970, where he states: 
“The world in which we live is not the 
only one in which we shall live or have 
lived.” G6édel was the math genius of 
the 20th century. John von Neumann 
says: “Kurt Gédel's achievement in 
modern logic is singular and 
monumental —indeed it is more than a 
monument, it is a landmark which will 
remain visible far in space and time. ... 
The subject of logic has certainly 
completely changed its nature and 
possibilities with Gédel's 
achievement.” 


But what else besides “rez” or “to rez” 
defines the world of Meta? Think for a 
moment in what a world we live. You 
got it? It is the world of Fake and 
Spam. But there are spam filters, right? 
So, we need progressive spam and 
that’s where IPSUM steps in. 


IPSUM stands for “Know Yourself.” 
That’s the literal translation from 
Latin. What is for you spam might be 
for others the higher knowledge. 
Remember when the guard in the 
Trump Museum saluted and tweeted, 
“Trump has left the building.” I was 
there with my ALT Covfefe Art. My 
behavioural pattern analysed by the 
museum’s AI gave an 80% plus 
probability that I am an ALT of the 
real Trump. You did not read this in 


my last story, The Excavation of Phil? 
You need to read it again in some time. 
Take the blindfold from the future and 
put it on. 


I know you expect words about Lorem 
Ipsum, as this is the gold standard for 
progressive spam, reaching back to 
time of Cicero. It was the golden age 
of Latin and this age comes back in 
each Ipsum generator. When you 
manage that words you once created 
are going into an Ipsum machine, your 
words get immortal; they ride the wave 
of content. 


I shall bring such a page into rez, in 
each issue of rez Magazine a new one 
where later in 10, in 100, in 1,000 
years readers will point back: “It was 
already said.” It will cost me 1,000 
Linden for an AD, but surely I will get 
a discount as I call it Art. You may 
think, “What is behind this idea?” I 
give you a straight answer: When a 
virtual world is gone, words and 
pictures that have been captured and 
conserved will not be enough to 
recreate it, to do a real simulation on it. 
The world will be lost and gone. Your 
reply might be, “But do words not 
create awareness?” and you are right. 
If words are first carefully set in place, 
then to ipsum them is a way to keep 
the attention on them high. All you 
need is to run an AI over the text and 
then readers wonder, guess, smile and 
finally laugh, “That’s ipsum!” 


Someone hearing the loud appraisal 
will ask, “By whom?” No _ longer, 
“That’s awesome” will make the deal. 
“That’s ipsum!” will be it. Words 
modelled by a higher intelligence will 
fill the world. 


Rez Yourself 


For this quality future you have to 
know what you rez, right? You rez 
yourself. When you made this way up, 
then you suddenly understand why 
Lorem Ipsum made it from an 
annoyance to a cult. Check it out at 
https://loremipsum.io/ultimate-list-of- 


lorem-ipsum-generators/ There you 
find ipsum generators generating text 
based on famous philosophers, rappers, 
scientists but also presidential ones. 
You can also go by chance. Just 
substitute Lorem by the name of the 
famous person you like to ipsum. You 


say, "Does ArtBlueIpsum.com work?“ 
Sorry, I am not a poser. I go for my 
friends by Art. Skip the Blue, enter 
artipsum.com instead. Art stands for 
“Yes We Can.” At least for a limited 
time. 


Try it out. Enter http://artipsum.com 
and you get Obama. Words by the 


President will soon fill your screen. 
Right now, when you do so, you are 
asked by the most presidential lorem 
ipsum in history, “How many 
paragraphs of oratory do you need?” 


That’s a good question, as we have to 
deal with recognition beyond spam. 
There is the most advanced science 
behind, but also business. The 
estimated value is One Trillion Dollars. 
But I can’t give proof. No one can, as 
we don’t know the AI who is doing the 
job at Google. For what I can give 
proof is that Stanford sold the first 
patent for ranking websites for US$ 
336 Million to Google. That’s 
published by Stanford University. 
Right, they don’t publish, but nor they 
deny facts that Nasdaq reports. If they 
would have kept the 10% shares in 
Google, then, yes then would Stanford 
have the rhythm of a dancer. Yeah, 
that’s 30 years ago. It’s on Snap!’s 
second studio album, The Madman's 
Return. 


https://youtu.be/JYlaWeVL1JM 


I go by logic, not by speculations, and 
not by rhythm either. I go by 
Wittgenstein. “If your words are not 
spoken out, they don’t exist.” Now, 70 
years after his death, I can legally 
claim the new version: “If you are 
stuck in an unknown Metaverse, then 
others will get the glory for your doing 
and Google will put others in place of 


being the first.” How shall Google 
know that you are the best shoemaker 
in the Meta? That the leather you use is 
not taken from animal skins, in fact it 
is from the leather tree in your garden! 
Google does not like to scan the Meta, 
as this is the field of Mark Amerika. 
You, as a reader of rez Magazine, 
know it is not Mark Amerika, it is 
Mark Zuckerberg and that Amerika Art 
runs in the Meta. The only competitor 
who can face Google ads is Facebook 
and its parent company, Meta. By 
bringing Amerika and Zuckerberg 
together in one line, in the web, in rez 
Magazine, Amerika Art will be ranked 
higher. One of 200 signals the Google 
AI uses to analyse text will ping and 


show that Art Blue called “Shoes In 
Head.” You invited models of all kinds 
to the catwalk of Amerika Art to 
present your design. Even avatars 
running on system bodies have a 
chance. You look at the panel in the 
Surreal Gallery. There it is stated, 
“SOK for the best Shoes in Head. The 
catwalk happens on April 14, 2021, 1 
PM PDT.” You will present your shoes 
upside down, you even may walk on 
the catwalk. Art Blue will walk like a 
stickman with no AO, he never bought 
one. He will wear a pair of rotten shoes 
as a headpiece where blades of grass 
and flowers grow inside, calling it 
“The Emanated Garden of Shoes.” 
That’s called Living Diversity in the 


Immersiveness goes for all heads, for low lQ 
and for super brains, for bulls and bears, for 
all bodies, for all foot sizes, even for kangaroo 
feet, and most importantly, it goes for you! 


give a thumbs up for rez. The 
magazine will be rated as a trusted 
quality source. 


Thumbs Up 


It will be known that you are the prize 
winner who put shoes on heads in a 


Meta. The organizers rented The Hall 
of Mirrors in the Royal Palace of 
Versailles. Yeah, Art is in the head! 
Art is never “on” -- Art is inside. Shoes 
in Head is the correct term if you focus 
on shoes. In the Meta, all things are 
immersed in the brain and the brain is 
in the head, right? Immersiveness goes 


for all heads, for low IQ and for super 
brains, for bulls and bears, for all 
bodies, for all foot sizes, even for 
kangaroo feet, and most importantly, it 
goes for you! There is one key element 
that makes Meta relevant for the 
future. Real faces, real bodies are 
forbidden in the Meta. And if you 
show real, then you can risk-free state: 
“Tt’s not the real me. I want to check if 
you love me for my inner values.” 
Meta is the upgrade but also the 
downgrade of your choice. 


The definition of Diversity and 
Inclusion gratuitously adds, "Equality 
and diversity should be supported for 
their own sake." This brings Diversity 
to where the society claims as a must 
to go, to go to the Meta. We know 
Black Lives Matter, Blue Lives Matter. 
I go beyond as a leading Blue spirit 
and say: “Red Lives Matter.” I would 
have said, “Green Lives Matter,” but 
this slogan was already taken. The 
Meta brings an end to injustice, to 
unbalanced thinking, to saying, “She is 
curvy” when you mean she is fat. 
Moving a slider and she will be slim. 
Also, the gender glitch in my last lines 
will be irrelevant. You post in your 
profile: Gender shifter. I change my 
shape regularly. Finally, the head will 
win. “Rez your head.” Sadly, this is 
not my _ invention. Second Life 
Marketplace states, “Because heads are 
made of many meshes, and legs are 
rigged, you need to rez your head and 


legs onto the ground and then...” It 
looks like a brain needs surgery before 
it comes to proper action. I never said 
immersion goes the easy way. 


Rez Your Head 


After a successful transformation, you 
heard this has to happen on the ground, 
the flat screen turns three-dimensional 
in your head, not “on.” Shoes are then 
in your head. This every advertiser 
wants. Like Coca-Cola is in your head 
when you are thirsty, the shoe brand 
Anika shall be in your head when you 
think of buying shoes. When one clicks 
in the Meta on a link, then the link 
goes outward. Now we are where we 
want to be. The website of the event 
sponsor ANIKA [dot] RUN gets the 
ranking, gets the unique page 
impression for the walk and run event 
from the city of Penig to the village 
Amerika. That’s a three mile walk. 
That’s an event. That’s a come 
together. That’s an experience. But 
clicking on a weblink might soon be 
old technology. Such keyboard driven 
actions do not fit well in the Meta. By 
stepping forward, we need to include 
Elon Musk’s Neuralink. Thinking on, 
sorry I mean in, Anika shoes shall be 
enough to get the action. If we do it 
right, Shoes in Head will link forever 
to a brand, to the Anika Shoe shop. 
That is the art of Metamarketing. The 
Anika Shoe Award for creativity in the 
Meta is born. You see how the 


beginning of my story where I was 
seeking ways to keep the Emanated 
Garden known is linked to reality. The 
future is already knocking on our door 
where Meta will take over the internet. 
Art Blue sells tickets for the event, and 
when you show your ticket, then the 
link inside, called Experience, fires 
from the Metaverse to _ the 
Googleverse. There are nice definitions 
to find about Googleverse in the Urban 
dictionary. I take the one by 
FollowersOfOurLordGoogle: 


“Everything anywhere all the time on 
the interwebs, which is now in all our 
pockets all the time so that means more 
than just the interwebs but also the 
universe as a whole. If it doesn't exist, 
it's not googlatory. Praise Google! 
Everything you ever needed to know is 
in the googleverse!” 


You say, “But there is no Trust in 
Meta.” Everyone can fire any link from 
the Meta to the internet. You can spam 
the fire and you can do it faster than 
before. Like the monkeys did in Elon 
Musk’s video playing Ping Pong 
without using a joystick. Neuralink 
provides a bridge between the brain 
and the machine. Thinking is the new 
clicking. This concept is not really 
new. New is the input speed gained by 
implants in the head and the precision 
in which thoughts become actions. We 
will no longer speak of a bottleneck 
between reality and Meta. It is your 


head, dear reader. When you want to 
speed up and leave pre-Meta behind? 
You may ask, “Why I skipped Optimus 
Prime and spoke half-hearted about a 
human robot putting you on a 
comfortable chair before applying the 
blindfold?” 


I did it for a reason. Consistency is 
important. I want to rank you high in 
the now of the Meta. You may have to 
wait to become a neuracoder, a 
neuralover, a neurawriter. But I 
promise, you don’t have to wait too 
long. Elon Musk has announced that in 
one year he will show the first 
prototype of Optimus Prime, a human 
robot built solely with components that 
are already in a Tesla car. I may apply 
to become the first neurapainter, 
steering the Tesla robot by an implant 
in my brain. Wow, that will be a story. 
I will become the fastest painter in the 
Meta. I will become Zima Blue. You 
smell that I create new words for a 
reason. You are right. Soon you will 
know why. Because I paint contentful. 
And another promise. I will wait with 
the implant. I don’t want to end like 
most of the Ping Pong players. From 
the 23 monkeys with a neuralink 15 
died or have been euthanized. 


In Meta We Trust 
Is Google oversleeping the future? You 


seek MetaTrustRank in Google? No 
hits at all. Google ignores the Meta. 


They ignore life! There is 
PageTrustRank, there is Panda and 
Penguin, there are tons of inventions 
made and patented to give content a 
ranking, right? When Hummingbird 
came in 2014, Google decided that 
non-unique keywords are no longer the 
deal to make things known to the 
world. They say that you need good 
Core Web Vitals, means LCP (Largest 
Contentful Paint), FID (First Input 
Delay) and CLS (Cumulative Layout 
Shift). They say they have to focus on 
Brand signals and there is Bounce Rate 
and Dwell Time to create a good user 


to show the user the largest content on 
the screen, complete and ready for 
interaction. Google defines that this 
metric considers only the content 
above the page's fold, meaning 
everything that appears without 
scrolling.” — from Google Box. 


So, the question is, “How long must a 
text be to become a contentful paint?” 
Do you go by artipsum.com for three, 
five or even 10 chapters? We have to 
ask the Google AI to get the best LCP 
for my running task. Sadly, the AI did 
not speak to me. I have still no 


The Meta brings an end to injustice, to 
unbalanced thinking, to saying, “She is curvy” 
when you mean she is fat. Moving a 
slider and she will be slim. 


experience so Google will rank you 
high. But the promise, “We Rank You 
High” sucks if you are in the Meta, 
creating your business, creating your 
art, and Google knows only pages. 
There is a long way to go. Let us stick 
for a moment in the present. Let’s take 
LCP: 


“Largest Contentful Paint is the metric 
that measures the time a website takes 


neuralink and even then, my speed 
would not match. So I sent Neruval, 
and my AI got as an answer: 20 
chapters. I put the value in and got 
1,499 words generated. Every time you 
generate an Ipsum, it varies, as it has to 
be unique text. That’s quality spam. 
But is it spam when you go for art 
ipsum in the current setting when it 
goes for words of Obama? 


Let me show you the first lines: “And 
today, we import triple the amount of 
oil as the day that Senator McCain 
took office. We see it in the history of 
Andalusia and Cordoba during the 
Inquisition.“ And this is the last line I 
got from the 20-chapter art ipsum: 
Thank you, and God bless America.” 
Not bad at all. I will send the full text 
as proof of state to Jami so she can put 
words of the president in her folders. If 
anyone dares to think I am fantasising 
or that I quote the president falsely 
then she can fight back. 


Sadly, I can’t tell you why 20 chapters 
is the optimum LCP for Emanated 
Garden. I just don’t know. How shall a 
human understand an AI? The only 
thing that is for sure is that the 
neuronal network is functional, that it 
finds patterns a human can’t detect, but 
as soon as it is detected, the human 
agrees on the result. Neruval told me 
that FLAN (that’s the name the Google 
AI goes by) works with unseen content 
and showed me an illustration of how 
FLAN works: “The model is_fine- 
tuned on disparate sets of instructions 
and generalizes to unseen instructions. 
As more types of tasks are added to the 
fine-tuning data model performance 
improves.” — Google AI group. 


I need to find a work around so you 
may trust that 20 chapters of Obama 
are the best match for a high ranking of 
Amerika Art. Remember Shoes in 


Head are part of the promotion of this 
immersive art show. 


Let us look at sources you trust as I 
know not all rely on Art and my AI, 
the owl Neruval. So, what about 
Disney, Forbes, IBM, Amazon? I take 
it from  Backlinko, the Google 


OBAMA 


The most presidential lo 


How many paragraphs o 


1 


Yes We 


The skeptical bent of my mind didn't suddenly vanish. D: 
American domestic and foreign policy? Of course. I knoy 


talk. God bless you. 


Created by William Don: 


optimization provider they use, that 
something you want to promote needs 
a text of about 1,400 to 1,800 words. 
That’s the best wordcount where the 
Google AI will rank you high. 
Huffington Post says, that “Backlinko 
is a recommended resource to become 
a better SEO." SEO stands for Superior 


Enlightenment Order. Yeah, I speak of 
the future. I invite you to enter my 
church. Then Art Ipsum will be the 
new standard of knowledge. A source 
you can trust. 


In some month, I _ will give 
artipsum.com to Kisma, the co-curator 


IPSUM 


rem ipsum in history. 


f oratory do you need? 


d I know him to be an occasionally fierce critic of 


v there are those who dismiss such beliefs as happy 


ahoe of Chi/Donahoe. 


of Amerika Art, and later when she has 
filled in the text, to Neruval to make 
Kisma’s words about the contributors 
to Amerika Art immortal by 
progressive spam. FLAN will see the 
unseen content behind the poem that 
Glyph Graves gave her as_ the 
description of his installation. 


The Emanated Garden 


If you would wear a blindfold, the one 
with the mesh wires inside, then you 
would see The Emanated Garden, the 
prize-winning installation, created by 
Glyph Graves. But this future is still to 
come. In addition, the download of 
memories of the elders who saw it, 
who walked inside the garden, is still 
not in close reach. What is in reach is 
that The Emanated Garden will 
become a Lorem Ipsum. Then words in 
any variation will exist and readers will 
ask, “What ipsum is it? Is it a poem by 
Glyph?” 


But before we go for Glyph, where he 
tells us about his vision, I want to copy 
the words that stand in the book, 
Amerika Art. 


For a long time, Glyph was not sure if 
he would open the installation, The 
Emanated Garden, that he created for 
Amerika Art, for the public. It is a 
fragile one. Physics engines created 
problems and ghost prims have been 
blocking the walkway. After the issues 
have been sorted out, Glyph came to 
the conclusion that, "... The Emanated 
Garden is not made for conservation." 
That's true. The Emanated Garden is 
not made to be kept in a frozen state 
that can be brought back to life in 
future times. As soon as the sensors in 
his home in Australia will be 
dismantled, the installation in 


Opensimulator will no longer work. 
The plants will no longer move with 
the wind. The sunshine will no longer 
correspond with reality. Maybe the two 
nomads inside the hull will still be 
drifting? But they might lose 
orientation when Glyph will no longer 
sit at his desk. The virtual Glyph or the 
real one? Does it make much of a 
difference when an installation is 
steered from "outside?" 


It does. In 2011, I presented at IPAC, 
the International Paros Art Circle, a 
copy of myself walking in a virtual 
world. Sensors tracked the movement 
of my arms and legs, and my avatar 
was walking on a grass field. We felt 
like touching the future of mankind. 
"Is this you Reiner?" Peter Seibt, the 
founder of IPAC said, knowing it is. "I 
bring brains to the depth," was the 
result of meeting him. "To the depth" 
-- in the meaning of the draft novels by 
Sergei Lukyanenko, in the meaning of 
Ident-Units by Daniel F. Galouye, and 
the various personality capture 
concepts. Now, it might be time to say, 
"to the Afterlife." Peter Seibt told me 
about the importance of having a life- 
time mission. A life-time mission has 
to be cryptic but also workable. 


Intermission 
Most readers know that when I write, I 


listen to music and often the waves hit 
me and guide me forward or backward, 


but often also they make me start fresh. 
I want to invite you to hear what I was 
listening to while I proofread my lines. 


https://youtu.be/3fcSOgF9X5M 


Oh, look what the cat dragged in 
Here's a picture from way back when 


JUST AS 


We were all that we could be 

I still remember the day with you 

How the minutes and hours flew 

How your smile overtook me 

It was the first time 

I felt the sun 

I knew that you are the only one for 
me, played it simple 

As you are 


As you are 

As you are 

And every time that I see your face 

No one ever can take your place, ‘cuz 
you made it easy 

As you are 

As you are 

However you are 


YOU ARE 


Make your own life mission. The tune, 
Just As You Are by Armin van Buren, 
fits perfectly as an intermission before 
I go with the text from the catalogue of 
Amerika Art. 


Over many years, I encouraged one of 
my students to complete the full 


Brainbridge questionnaire so _ her 
mindset and behavioural patterns could 
become input data for an AI. 
CyberXstrike, the name of the AI, shall 
behave in a manner that is 
indistinguishable from the real person, 
Khristiana Rae-Scheidner. 


After end of May 2022, The Emanated 
Garden will be gone. Glyph Grave will 
not feel sorrow or regret that the 
installation will not be conserved. He 
has offers to show it on different 
servers, in different virtual worlds. He 
could set up a life time mission. "I 
steer virtual worlds from outside, from 
reality." But that‘s just my view as a 
Nomad. 


With these words, my description of 
The Emanated Garden in the Amerika 
Art catalogue ends. I made a picture of 
the two nomads and placed them next 
to the text. I call the ghosts nomads 
because I found them once on the 
ground of the sim, about 3,000 meters 
off the installation. I could not believe 
that they travelled so far. I put a photo 
of Peter Seibt under them. Peter Seibt 
died in 2021 at an age of 83. This links 
tells you in a nice way something 
about him: 


https://citronne.com/en/artist/peter- 
seibt/ 


I know the text you find there would 
make him smile. I moved a copy into 


the internet archive so even when the 
link would be gone, the capture of the 
memory will stay. 


Sergius Both 


Time has come to tell you about 
Sergius Both. How is Sergius Both 
connected to Glyph Graves? Of course, 
it has to do with the Blank Theorem, 
with the impossibility to show the 
installation, The Emanated Garden, to 
future generations the way it once was. 
Glyph Graves is the winner of the 
Sergius Both Award 2022. Sergius 
Both is the virtual name of Herbert W. 
Franke that he created in 1963 as a 
pseudonym. The term avatar did not 
exist. Sergius Both lives in Active 
Worlds, a world I would locate in the 
Metaverse between Second Life and 
Minecraft. 


Herbert W. Franke is a pioneer in 
cybernetic aesthetics, in computer art. 
He developed MONDRIAN, a 
cartridge based interactive computerart 
machine, a generator that creates art in 
a dialogue between a human and the 
machine. At this time, in 1979, the 
creative process was driven by 
controlled randomness. Creations 
made with the machine are fluid; they 
are gone as soon as you press a key on 
the keyboard of the Texas Instrument 
TI 99/4 home computer on which 
MONDRIAN is running. There are 
still two machines of this type alive 


and working. 


Soon after the Grand Closing of 
Amerika Art in the village Amerika on 
May 22, 2022, The Emanated Garden 
will shut down. A speech of Franke 
will be aired in the Amerika Museum 
of Amerika. All other art installations 


will be conserved and stay. 


In preparation of Amerika Art, I asked 
Herbert W. Franke to read the last lines 
from his book Planet der Verlorenen 
(Planet of the Lost) as a greeting for 
the Sergius Both art award. Franke 
published the book in 1963. The lines 


speak for themselves - when an 
adventure ends, a new one is waiting 
for you. Not much can describe an art 
award for immersive interactive art 
better than this text. 


The Translation 


li 


Planet der Verlorenen by Sergius Both 
(last chapter). 


I sat down in my pilot's chair and let 
the nuclear engine start quickly. Half a 
minute ... and the area on the screen 
shrank, now the whole camp site was 
visible, many dots were moving, now 


the whole crater could already be seen 
... It went faster and faster, now the 
horizon appeared all around, the plain 
seemed to bulge, it became a rust-red 
and green-brown speckled sphere that 
quickly fell into a sky that was getting 
darker and darker. 


Now I was alone again ... alone among 
the stars. A time of eventful experience 
lay behind me - and that is why it was 
a valuable time, a time that I would 
never forget. And before me? 


Many hours of driving took me as 
many millions of kilometers from the 
planet of the lost. I didn't have to read, 
listen to the radio, or watch reels of 
film. I wasn't bored. I gave myself up 
completely to freedom - a freedom that 
is seldom granted to anyone - the 
freedom that all of space offers... 


The bell of the thermo-vision device 
woke me from my dreams. A body 
appeared on the screen, something 
round - a ring, a tire, too regular for a 
celestial body, too big for a spaceship. 


| What was this enigmatic body? 


The adventure began again... 


... and a whisper filled the air, “That’s 
Glyph Ipsum.” 


The Afterlife by Glyph Graves (describing The Emanated Garden) 


The afterlife can be many things. 
To some it happens after you die, 
another form or existence 

To others 

It may be a spiritual 

or material change. 

From an old life, 

and now, 

a new life. 


Or, it may just be the memories of someone, 
that remain in the minds of those that knew them. 
Imperfect 
Fragments, reflections, that change and perhaps, fade with time. 
The Afterlife, 
this Afterlife. 


It’s a transition, another plane of existence. 

A reincarnation. 

Something, transforms to the 

Here 

Now 

But a transition does not need to end in stasis. 

This installation changes, minute by minute, hour by hour 

day by day and month by month though the year. 

Here 

A biological entity, a plant interacts with its immediate environment, 
Light, Humidity, Temperature and wind, 

and the whole is abstracted into this plane, 

its parallel afterlife. 

This is the abstracted, imperfect fragment of a small piece of my garden. 
Now 


A flex sensor captures the interaction between the plant and the wind and 
transforms it into movement. It does not measure the wind ... it shows how 
the plant responds to it, a dance between its structure and the currents of air 
that move past it. The interaction is also transformed into music (e.g., a 
Vibraphone plays each bend in the stem of the plant In the outdoor 
furniture part of the installation, (you may need to turn your sound up and 
make sure Ambient sounds are on and at max in Prefs/Sound and Media) 
Now 


The other parts of the immediate environment. Light, humidity and 
temperature, and their various combinations, are transformed into the 
colour palette used in the active elements of the installation. I call this 
Envirocoloured. 


On the top level there are two sculptures that use colour from the 
environment and movement from the plant to shape the prims that compose 
them. Additionally, on the top and ground level there are flexible prims 
that transform the movement of the plant in two different ways. They are 
also envirocoloured. 


On the bottom level there are also three lamps hanging from the bubble 
stairs. The centre of each is coloured by one of the colour combinations 
and the glow emitted by it shows the amount of light currently in the 
garden. The centre prim of these lamps is envirocoloured and the amount 
of glow will tell you if its day or night in Sydney, Australia. 


The writing on the signs is coloured by the environment in the garden and 
will change colour throughout the day and seasons. The Installation Title - 
The Emanated Garden comes from Emanationism, a 
religious/philosophical/occult set of ideas - "Each succeeding plane of 
manifestation is causal to the next, a world-view known as emanationism." 


https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Astral_projection|and 


https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Emanationism 


There is No Wine in th: 
Jullianna Juliess . 


Just an unkempt periwinkle quilt, \"e 
two cats, ice water, and op 


and equal amounts of 


Breathe Susan, 
Thats a good girl, 


The nurse scooped tiny chips 
into my mouth like a mother bird. 
I swam to the sterile porcelain surface, 
racing home to fluorescent light. 


nv UUID 
wy Zelenskuyy) 


ometimes I just can't take it and it 
isn't alright. I'm not going to 
make it. And I think my shoe's 
untied. 


I said, “I want to make your dance 
electric.” You say that dancing does not 
fit in wartime? I know, but that’s the 


only way I can write my story. I have to .. 


look back at my life when I started as a 
comedian. I made my country laugh. 
Now I am the president. I electrified the 
world. Sadly, I don’t dance any longer 
every hour. An Unknown user tells me, 
“You electrified the world. Hold tight. 
You got Higher Power.” 


https://youtu.be/3lfnR7OhZY 8 


Coldplay, Higher Power  [Lyrics, 


shortened] 


Sometimes I just can't take it and it isn't 
alright 


I'm not going to make it 
And I think my shoe's untied (oh oh) 


I'm like a broken record and I'm not 
playing right 


Drocer nekorb a ekil mi 
‘Til you tell me on a heavenly phone to 


Hold tight (hold tight) 


Come on (come on) 
Yeah, don't let go 


"It's alright, it's alright" she said 


I got my hands up shaking just to let 
you know 


That you've got a higher power 


Got me singing every second, dancing 
every hour 


Oh yeah, you've got a higher power 


And you're really someone I wanna 


know (oh oh) 


This boy is electric and you're 


sparkling light 


The universe connected 


And I'm buzzing night after night after 


Kvant-2 Module 


night (oh oh) 


and you're 


This joy is electric 
circuiting through 


I'm so happy that I'm alive 


Happy I'm alive at the same time as 
you 


‘Cause you've got a higher power 


Got me singing every second, dancing 
every hour 


You may ask why it took me so long to 
create my Second Life? I needed to 
wait until I could add another channel 
so it didn’t look that I left my first life 
behind and went into gaming. There 
was a time I played the president. I was 
on TV. My show was aired on prime 
time. Servant of the People made top 
ratings. In the first season, the country 
was full of campers, liars, ALTs, 
cheaters and inhabitants with no 
payment info on file. I made people 
laugh when I played with the law, 
when I looked behind the curtains of 
power. In the second season of Servant 
of the People, false prophets came on 
stage and even artists with faked 
identities made it to become famous. 
Finally, I decided to run for president. I 
had to end the show during the third 
season, else people would have lost 
track of the difference between play 
and reality. Yes, the party that won the 
election was named after the show. 
When winning the race by a landslide 
victory, I played Coldplay. You know 
when it comes to Coldplay the joy is 
electric. I wanted to bring my country 
to Higher Power. 


I was successful. No longer they say 
that I am a comedian. People say, and 
even the 30 % who did not vote for me 
sa 


ay that I made it over time to become 
their president. Can someone expect 
more in life? I rule one of the most 


beautiful countries on earth. We 
prosper, we rise. We moved to 
Democracy. When hatching and 


raising the first quails in space in the 
Kvant-2 module we built for the 
Mir space station, the eyes of the 
world moved toward us and 
everyone smiled. Science and 
technology made us dance every 
hour. The young generation 
mastered the challenge of 
learning English as their third 
country language. Internet was 
made available everywhere. We 
have been naive. We have no 
bombs. We demolished them all, 
for the joy of being neutral. We 
felt Higher Power. Joy is 
electric. 


“Unlock Your Career. We love 
bringing bright, passionate 
people into the mix,” states 
Namecheap, offering 32 & 
positions in Kharkiv and in 
Lviv, two major cities in my 
country. Senior Node.js | 
Developers, QA __ Engineer 
(Python) in Machine Learning, 
PHP / JS Hosting and Stack .NET 
Developers, VMware Specialists, 
Scrum Masters, HR Engagement 
Specialists. The list is long. The 
Americans know about doing IT- 
business, right? Namecheap Inc is 


based in Phoenix, Arizona and has 11 
million registered users and operates 
10 million domains. They decided to 
run their world customer operations 
under my flag. Then the success took 
its toll. We should surrender — or we 
would be liberated. 


https://youtu.be/pJAFuEuBqsE 


Joe Biden, said to me, “Come to 
America. Take asylum.” I decided to 
waive the offer of the President of the 


United States to leave my country. You 
surely ask, “But, you need to stay 
alive. Only then can you be of use to 
your people. You shall go back when 
the war is over. You got higher 
power.” I understand your thoughts 
well and that’s why I took a similar 


Cc 


@ namecheap.com/caree! 


Engineer 


Financial | Opetations 


Manual QA Engineer in 
Engagement Product 
Team 


specialist (Prekiuct 
Team) | 


“NET Techical Lead in 
BEmain§ Product Team 


Product Qwaet it 
Private: Email TechOPS 
Team 


Team 


Tectysiog 
Middle Manuatoa 
Engineer 


Middle / Senior RED 
Enginéer in Hosting 
Services Team (Linu 
System Administrator) 


Tach sci 
Midtite/ Senior Linux 
System Administrator 


BL Machine Learning 


B Analyst DevOps Engineer Middle Performance 


offer. A Cloud Platform Engineer said 
to me, “We are going to Amerika. 
Amerika Art is running in the Kharkiv 
servers where the international 
customer relationship management of 
Namecheap is centralised. Come with 


Team 


Facrnalog 
Viware Specialist 


Midtite / Senior 
Network Engineer 


a news/coldplay-higher-power- 


Technology 
Middle Project 


Namecheap open positions in Ukia 


rae Rw 


us.” I said, “But in Kharkiv there are 
already street fights. Will the servers 
hold?” And I opened gov.ua and got a 
no response message. The engineer 
said, “That’s why we run Amerika in 
the cloud. All you need is a valid 
passport for Amerika [dot] World. 
Only real identities are able 
to travel to Amerika. How 
shall I spell your name?” 


I said, “Stick to the official 
spelling with double-y at the 
; end.” 


And here I am in Second 
Life. 


Development Team 


eS Notes: 
Stack .NET Developer. 
ie ees 


https://www.cinemaescapist. 
com/2017/06/ukraines- 
servant-people-hidden-gem- 
political-comedy/ 


https://www.capitalfm.com/ 
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The terrorists were successful. They created an atmosphere of abject horro 
and fear which was exacerbated by the fact that no one knew their agenda 
They made no political, social, or personal claims or aired any such 
grievances. They seemed to have one goal, which they accomplished 
efficiently. One of their kind had been pursued and killed but there were no 
clues, no leads, no trails to follow — just a tall, unkempt figure with half his 
head blown away. 


The terrorists murdered one young blonde woman every night, and left her 
beheaded body on the lawn outside the homes of innocent people. 

The bodies were collected and stored in a repository as identification 
procedures were set in motion and evidence was gathered. While the external 
investigation continued, the repository was fitted with audio and video 
monitoring. Why? It was believed no one, not even the staunchest or bravest, 
could stomach duty in a building that housed such a number of dead young 
women. 


So when sounds began emanating from the repository one night, those tasked 
with monitoring the site were alarmed. What were these sounds? Muffled, but 
human. Were they calls for help? Cries of pain or despair? The live video was 
blurred and only fixed on the entryway, not inside where the dead lay in rows. 


The first moving figure on the video monitor was a hazy figure that emerged 
from the locked room. An intruder? Impossible. The alternative was equally 
impossible. 
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asked with monitorin 
oid empty of ideas or ¢ 
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Playing Chess with 0 


hello. | knew you would come, death 
and | challenge you to a game of chess 


but wait, you make me play black 
yet | have played white all my life 


your darkness consumes my light 
so be it, | move my first pawn forward 


and in the infinitely empty space 
of the void between us, | see you are the 
light 


| see you are destroying me, my family 
my self, my parents and children will follow 


you do not speak, but a square turns white 
then another, then another 


soon, half the board is bright white 
| do not understand these rules why, why 


| launch my ghost battle mages 
they have no mane or soul. They are faith 


hard as a rock my cas 
is made literally of the 


| am trapped tight in tt 
my wife runs with the | 


while each of my rook 
and the white ravens \ 


even as we watch the 
of the apocalypse boy 


rush towards the crow 
my son reaches out, tl 


unique complex imme 
cumulative unknown r 


| don't remember muc 
except death turned rn 
a profit 
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art of the character I created for 

myself that summer included a 

cover story for CT & Sunday, 

my upstairs landlord and photo 
shop manager at Marco Polo Park and 
his lovely employee and part-time 
lover. It was her idea to tell everybody 
at the park that she was coming out to 
Flagler Beach to see me, and indeed, 
we did become great friends, spending 
off days together searching for the 
perfect Brandy Alexander on AIA. So, 
now I have to pretend to be madly in 
love with this gorgeous, intelligent, 
and funny creature??? ... welllll ... 
sure! It certainly didn't take much 
acting on my part! 


Meanwhile, my relationship with Alan, 
the theater manager and _ head 
puppeteer, was starting to sour. I called 
him out on _ several obvious 
management mistakes he was making, 
but it all came to a head one day with a 
rather disgusting incident in the theater 
I will never forget. As is not 
uncommon in any theme park, a child 
had relieved himself of his Chow Mein 
lunch after a spin on the Hat Ride and 
had deposited the resultant in the 
middle of the center aisle of our puppet 
theater. Alan was being rather cavalier 
about it all while I nagged him to get 
Cleaning Services over immediately so 
we could do the next show. He was shy 
about demanding anything while at the 
same time, I was mad enough to punch 
somebody! 


He let it slide to the point that, when no 
one arrived to clean it up, he laid some 
newspapers on top of the mess. I was 
livid by that point, way beyond just 
being disgusted, so the show starts and 
I'm stomping through my parts, 
incensed by Alan's desire to "not miss 
a show" at the expense of the present 
gross situation. Give him credit tho, 
after the show he came up to me, 
trying to diffuse the situation a bit and 
told me, "Damn, you did a great show 
today in spite of everything!" but I was 
not amused. 


Later that year, in a meeting back in 
Dallas after the season, Alan was 
unceremoniously fired for his actions 
that day and i was "cautioned" about 
being so angry. It was in_ this 
atmosphere that Sunday, my faux 
lover, decided to insert her sense of 
humor into the situation one afternoon, 
casually walking into the theater where 
we were all busy cleaning and 
grooming puppets for the next show. 
Staring right at me, she walks over 
with a huge smile on her face, sits 
down next to me, wraps her arms 
around me, and spends the next couple 
of minutes giving me one of the most 
precious kisses of my entire life. The 
moment still resonates today, enjoying 
a succulent kiss from a beautiful young 
woman as Alan stared on just a few 
feet away, with a look of awe, 
disbelief, wonder, amazement, and 
envy, all at the same time, and thinking 


about how much he would have liked 
to be me at that moment and even 
admitted as much to me later. Sunday 
then stood, smiling at me then walks 
out with her hips in gear, while Alan's 
bewildered face continued to tell the 
tale. I was having a hard time keeping 
a straight face, but did manage to 
exude a huge smile, which was real. 


playing the furry red crazy drummer 
counterpart who was backing him up. 
Early in the season, just the novelty of 
the scene and the music was enough to 
carry it, but after a while it just seemed 
to lack something. So, one day, in the 
middle of the scene, I reached over and 
whacked the piano player in the head 
with a drumstick, as my puppet then 


As the summer wore on, the show 
became more polished, more 
professional, and even more inventive, 
spicing up some otherwise dull 
moments. One such detail I worked out 
with Nicky, the truck driver ( ... and 
later found out to be a "corporate spy" 
for Hardy .. jeez). We had a scene we 
did together with hand-rod puppets 
where he played this furry blue self- 
absorbed piano player and I was 


looked up and around as if nothing had 
happened. Nicky was on the same 
wavelength with me. His _ player 
stiffened up, swung his head side-to- 
side trying to figure it out, then 
dropped his head, back in deep 
concentration on his piano again. I 
whacked him a second time and he did 
a bit more intense search looking 
around this time, then back to his piano 
again. With the song and scene running 


out, I whacked him the third time with 
seconds left... and his puppet 
immediately leapt up and jumped on 
top of mine, trying to strangle me just 
as the lights faded. "Perfect," I thought 

. and I was impressed that Nicky 
literally did everything I wanted him to 
instinctively. Sometimes art just takes 
over all your other senses and simply 
flows through you and you have no 
idea where it comes from or where it's 


going. 


It was September, summer was at an 
end, and the park would be closing 
soon. It was hard to avoid the rumors 
floating around the park about their 
financial troubles. Several of the ride 


vendors in particular were getting 
nervous about not getting paid and 
knowing that in Florida, if it went to 
the courts, all their ride equipment 
would be impounded by the state until 
the case was settled, however long it 
took. Several of those vendors were 
operating on a _ shoestring budget 
anyway and such court actions could 
literally put them out of business. And 


Paul Osborne & Assoc. was no 
different. We had our computer, 
motors for the curtains, 


puppets, 


several baby spotlights, tools and other 
gear that we needed back in order to 
not go bankrupt, all of which fed into 
Paul's natural tendency towards 
paranoia. It was decided in Dallas that 


we would sneak in at 
nighttime to remove all 
our equipment. I mused 
at the time that we were 
literally going to "steal 
the show"! There was a 
little-known back 
entrance to the park, but 
you had to drive over the park train 
tracks. So the four of us climb into 
Alan's baby blue'59 Cadillac and drove 
into the park after dark and proceeded 
to take everything we could load into 
Alan's trunk, with many of the puppets 
winding up in our laps. Again I mused, 
this time about what we would say to 
any policeman who might have 
stopped us. I imagined the cop peering 
into our car with his flashlight with 


four people trying their best to look 
innocent with stacks of puppets in their 
laps. Typical for an Alan adventure, as 
we were driving over those train tracks 
on the way out, it snagged the muffler 
and ripped it right off. So now, we're 
sitting in this old Caddi, laps full of 
stolen puppets, the exhaust now 
rumbling with a huge roar in the 
middle of the night, and Alan decides 
to fix it with a coat hanger! I just sat in 
the car and waited, figuring the police 
would get there before 
he got back in gear. 
After a few minutes 
that seemed like hours, 
we continued _—_on, 
amazingly undetected. 


. We knew that, 
considering the 
fledgling security 


department at the park, 
they would search our 
houses so we had to 
find a place for the 
g haul. I talked CT into 
housing our booty 
== upstairs at his place 
= until the heat had 
cooled _ off. Sure 


enough, the next day, we showed up to 
work, and lo and_ behold, our 
equipment was gone! I give Alan some 
credit for having the huevos to tell the 
chief-of-security we had been robbed 
with a straight face! And, right on 
schedule, we were all asked to come to 
Security to make our statements, one at 
a time. 


For me, having been interrogated by 
the FBI at one point in my young life, 
this was going to be fun by 
comparison. The Chief was not the 
brightest bulb in the pack so, it went 
quite well for me at least, even 
managing to seem outraged that I was 
called in for questioning. Charlie was a 
bit more honest than the rest of us, and 
I thought surely he would crack, but 
surprisingly, he manned up and lied 
like a pro! Next day, Nicky loaded up a 
truck with all the puppet show pieces 
and our personal belongings. Alan and 
the others drove back to Dallas in that 
truck and what was left of that '59 
Caddie, as I lingered on a few more 
days until my rent ran out. Finally, CT 
and Sunday drove me to the bus station 
in Daytona. 


I said my goodbyes to my two summer 
friends with whom I had so much fun. 
I knew then I would never see them 
again and the thought of leaving them 
broke my heart. But I also knew I 
would cherish those memories which 
would provide so much fodder to write 


about someday. I started the long bus 
trip home, even stopping for a two- 
hour layover in my birthplace of 
Meridian, MS. I thought I would step 
out and check out the place where I 
was born but knew so little about. 
After a few blocks and more than a few 


strange looks, or more like it, 
uncomfortable stares, I went back to 
my bus and curled up in the back seat 
to get some sleep. I determined that 
Meridian was a great place to be from 
... as far from as possible! 


My time in my Flagler Beach paradise 
had come to an end. Kubla Can was 
finished, I was still giddy from the best 
summer I ever spent, and looking 
forward to whatever puppetry had yet 
to offer... 
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ART IS MAINLY A 


POLITICAL ACT. 
Kyriakos Papadopoulos, founder 
of Santorini Biennale 


RELAY 


FOR 


UKRAINE 


Consuela Hypatia Caldwell 


our freedom is found in 
privately owned cages, 
turning you into machine gears 
programmed for utility 
and objectified, 
as a human resource. 
Occupants choose which cage 
and which authority, 
or what arithmetic 
adds up to zeros in human relations. 
You turn the corner of your maze 
to define peace and order within 
a race to the bottom, as you 
scour the floor for what's left 
from a space tourist in a cowboy hat 
expressing appreciation for those 


having to piss in bottles. 


Backwards 
by RoseDrop Rust 


and slips out of his normal spot. 
He backs into his exit move 

He takes a deep thank you bow. 
Finishing with an arpeggio flourish 
He launches into his last song 


He removes his tip jar to clear the 
stage 


Wakes from a dream of performance. 
He sighs and shakes off tears. 

He addresses the keyboard. 
Switching from guitar to piano, 

He strums and loops the final chord. 
"Hello. This is RoseDrop Rust" 


"Testing, Hear me?" 
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